With what do you mingle your merchandise

Of hawthorns budding or Autumn skies;

The cackling flight of the golden nib

That rallies the leaf to protect the crib;

The moth gone mad in a zigzag flight

On the magical edge of the day and the night;

The flag leaves serried beside your fords,

Like bronze gone green in the ancient swords;

The shadowless light of the peace to be;

The scent of the rain when it dries on the lea?

White wings are all that endow the sea,

Except when it grates on its soundless bars

Of diamonds shoaled from the fallen stars;

For all that you brought from the fields of home

Is stored, not lost, in the fields of foam,

And rises again, for it was not dead,

Here where the meadows and waters wed.

Remember that by no force terrene

Does the high tide rise till no sands are seen,

When silver limits the old green plain,

And the luminous mist floods into the brain

At will to replenish the Past again:

Such wonders cannot on earth be done

Till the moon joins with the golden sun.
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